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THE NEW LORD WINTERTON 


Owing to the sudden death of his father Viscount Turnour succeeds to the peerage. He is the only son of the late earl, who was married to a daughter 
of the Duke of Abercorn in 1882. Viscount Turnour is one of the youngest members in the House of Commons 
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Thiele 
DR. HENRY WOODWARD 


Who has just celebrated his golden wedding. Dr. 

Woodward’s name will be remembered for his 

work in the geological department of the British 

Museum, which he did much to make attractive 

to the public while he held office at that 
place 


Miner’s Anxiety. 
HE Australian tariff now exciting 
much attention will make things 
much dearer in the colony. A 
man once went into a chemist’s 
shop in Western Australia and had a 
prescription made up. ‘“ How much for 
this lot?’ he asked. ‘ Well, let me see,” 
replied the chemist; “‘there’s 7s. 6d. for 
the medicine and ts. for the bottle.” He 
hesitated, uncertain whether he 


Rila Martin 


MRS. ALGERNON ASPINALL 
Née Miss Kitty Mason of the Gaiety Theatre. The 
marriage took place recently at St. Andrew's, 
Westminster. Miss Kitty Mason has been the 
principal dancer in all the Gaiety productions 
since ‘‘The Runaway Girl” 


had charged for everything. 
“Oh, hurry up, boss,” said the 
miner; “put a price on the 
cork and let’s know the worst.” 

it ae it 
Wifely Surprise. 
‘The recent decision of a 

county-court judge  re- 
garding the housewife’s savings 
brings a story to mind. ‘‘ Now 
that you are ruined, Henry,’ 
said a loving wife, “I will dis- 
close my secret. For years I 
have been saving up.” And 
she poured a shower of sove- 
reigns into his hat. ‘Oh dear! 
how did you manage to do 
it?’’ asked the surprised hubby. 
“‘Kasily enough,” was the reply. 
“Every time you said a mean 
thing to me I put sixpence into 
a box.” 


boat 


ahaa, 


Cars 


Too Much Shaw. 
i ichard Mansfield, the 
American actor who died 
recently, once acted in The 
Devil’s Disciple, a play by 
Mr. George Bernard Shaw. 
One evening he complained, 
“What does all my acting 
lead to? It makes the public 
go away and talk about Shaw.” 
To this humorous sally a friend 
retorted, ‘“ Why, Mansfield, you 
ought to thank Heaven for so 
good a play.” “I do,” replied 
the actor; “I also say, ‘Oh 
Heaven! why did it have to be 
by Shaw ??” 


MRS. AND MISS ROOSEVELT 


This photograph, the latest taken, of the wife and daughter of the American 3 
President depicts these interesting personalities at Sagamore Hill, Oyster Bay COuntry. 
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Underwood & Underwood 
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Langfier 
LADY WILLOUGHBY DE ERESBY 


As Miss Eloise Breese, Lady Willoughby de Eresby 

gained an enviable place for herself in society, and 

her marriage with Lord Willoughby de Eresby, the 

Earl of Ancaster's son and heir, is recalled by the 

recent betrothal of her sister to Lord A astair 
Innes-Ker 


A Friend Indeed. 


“Talking once of his early years when he 
left the provinces for London Mans- 
field said, “ When I got on the train I had 
only the price of my ticket in my pocket, 
All the members of the company went to 
the station to see me off, and just as the 
train was pulling out one of them—she was 
a woman well on in years—pushed a small 
piece of paper into my hand. It wasa 
crisp new £5 note, a small 
fortune to the donor. If I 
could find her now she should 
be sure of a life engagement.” 


Preserving the Balance. 
he visit of the President of 


the negro Republic of 
Liberia reminds one of an 
occasion when war rumours 


were in the air. The matter 
was discussed in the Parliament 
of the little Republic, and it 
was debated which side Liberia 
should take in the forthcoming 
struggle. In a flowery speech 
the then President spoke of 
the world-wide importance of 
their decision and concluded by 
saying, “England and Russia, 
my friends, may go to war, but 
Liberia will remain neutral.” 


tt 


Priestly Alarm, 
“The famous Father Healy 
once made a witty retort 
during a period of Irish unrest. 
Prince Edward of Saxe-Weimar 
was telling him that he found 
“blind shooting” very prevalent 
among the Irish militia corps, 
and that he intended to insist 
on a greater attention to target 
practice. “For goodness sake, 
don’t do that, sir,’ exclaimed 
the genial priest, holding up his 
hands in alarm. ‘If you make 
the militiamen good shots there 
won't be a landlord left in the 
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Demolishing Crosby Hall]. ™srisske 


THE PITY OF IT!—CROSBY HALL IN THE HANDS OF THE HOUSEBREAKER 


There is a pathetic interest attached to the photographs reproduced above showing this historic building, in spite of all efforts to save it, in the hands 
of the housebreaker. Our pictures depict the men at work on the roof and in the Throne-room 


AN AMUSING SCENE AT H.M.S. ‘“ VERNON’S” ANNUAL SPORTS 


The fun raged fast and furious at the gymkhana recently held at Portsmouth by officers and men of H.M.S. ‘‘Vernon” and tenders. With characteristic 
naval thoroughness the sports were well managed, and perhaps the most amusing item was the repair race depicted above. Two competitors raced 
The man had to run with a jumper to his companion, who repaired a tear and sewed on a button, the man threading 


together, a man and a woman. ee = nee 
the needle. The man then had to run back to the winning post with his jumper on 
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London, September Eleventh, 1907. 
EDITORIAL AND GENERAL OFFICES: 


Great New Street, London, E.C. 
““ Sbhere, London.” 


SHIPPING, TOURS, 


Telegraphic Address: 


PORTUGAL AND MADEIRA 


TOURS AND CRUISES EVERY TEN DAYS, 
14 days, £12; 23 days, £16 to £20. 
All expenses included, except Gratuities. 


R.M.S. AUGUSTINE (3,500 tons), Liverpool September 28th, Condon October Ist. % 
R.M.S. ANTONY (tw. sc. 6,400 tons), Liverpool September 9th, London October 11th. 


For full ae apply 
BOOTH LI N » Adelphi Terrace, Strand, London. 


a James Street, Liverpool. 
ORIENT-ROYAL MAIL LINE T 
AUSTRALIA, NEW ZEALAND, and TASMANIA calling at 
GIBRALTAR, MARSEILLES, NAPLES, EGYPT, and COLOMBO, 
FORTNIGHTLY SAILINGS. 


Tons. London. Marseilles. Naples. 
Dat (twin-screw)......... 6814 Sept. 20 Sept. 27 Sept. 29. 
OROVA occas pon 6297 Oct. 4 Octieel Oct. 13. 
ORTONA (twin-screw). 7945 Oct. 18 Oct. 25 Oct. 27. 
OMRAH (twin-screw) ....... 8282 Nov. 1 Nov. 8 Nov. 10. 


Head Offices: 
Fenchurch Avenue, London. 


or to West-End Branch 


F. Green & Co., 
ANDERSON, ANDERSON & Co., 


For Passage apply to the latter firm, at 5, Fenchurch Avenue, E.C.: 
Office, 28, Cockspur Street, S.W. 


YACHTING CRUISES 


West Hishlende: 
West and North Coast of Scotland, 


AND 
Round Great Britain. 


Beautiful Scenery, Excellent Accommodation, and Table. 
Moderate Fares. 


APPLY TO M. LANGLANDS & SONS, 
LIVERPOOL. 


‘EERE SP Pe eee 


Of Friday, September 14th, will contain 
A FOUR-PAGE SPORTING SUPPLEMENT 


of special interest to visitors to Scotland. 


THE SAILING OF THE “LUSITANIA.” 


Drawn by ArTHUR GaARRATT. 


THE HORSES AT BARNET FAIR. 


Drawn by Ernest Prater. 
SCARBOROUGH’S BEAUTIFUL BEACH. 
Double-page Drawing by Wat Pacer. 

A BOY’S SEA TOUR TO AUSTRALIA. 


A description of the “Port Jackson” Curriculum. 


“ATTILA” AT HIS MAJESTY’S. 
AND MANY OTHER TOPICS. 


6d. 2S 2a ERE: 


apoE TATLER can be obtained in Paris at 
GALIGNANI’S LIBRARY, 224, Rue de Rivoli; 


W. H. SMITH & SON, 248, Rue de Rivoli; 
and at all important News Stands and Railway Bookstalls on the Continent, 


In Germany and Austria THE TATLER can be obtained at the vatious 
Depots in each town of the Saarbach News Agency 


Managers.. 


Gd. 
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MR. ARTHUR BOURCHIER 


ARRICK. 
L VERY EVENING at 8.30. 


Lessee and Manager. 
FIANDER’S WIDOW. 
By SypNEY VALENTINE and M. E. FRANcis. 
MATINEE EVERY WEDNESDAY at 2.30. 


AIETY THEATRE. Manager, Mr. Grorcr EpWARDES. 
EVERY EVENING at 8 (Doors open 7.40). A New Musical Play, entitled 
THE GIRLS OF GOTTENBERG. 


MATINEE, SATURDAY NEXT, at 2 (Doors open 1.40). 
Box Office open daily from 10 till 10. 


LONDON HIPPODROME. 
. TWICE DAILY, at 2 and 8 p.m. 
MIRTH, MYSTERY, AND SENSATION. 
AQUATIC, STAGE, AND EQUESTRIAN SPECTACLE. 


EMPIRE, LEICESTER SQ., W.C. SIR ROGER DE COVERLEY. 
Mdle. GENEE, Premiére Danseuse. 
FRED EMNEY, HARRY GRATTAN in ‘MAN THE BRUTE.” THREE MEERS, 
EVERY EVENING at 8.0 Manager, Mr. H. J. Hircuins. 


ALKAN STATES EXHIBITION. EARL'S Couey 
Open 11 a.m. to 10.30 p.m. 
SERVIAN SECTION: QUEEN'S PALACE. BULGARIAN SS ON -—IMPERIAL 
OURT. MONTENEGRIN SECTION.—DUCAL HAL 
WORKING TOBACCO, CARPET AND OTHER EXHIBITS. 
PEASANT DANCERS and GIPSY MUSICIANS—FREE. 
GRAND MILITARY and PROMENADE CONCERTS. 
‘OLD JAPAN” IN THE EMPRESS HALL. 

“All around is a wealth of bloom.”—Times. “Illusion complete from the dooxs.”—Daily 
Telegraph. ‘A spectacle the most beautiful ever produced.”—Morning Post. * Realistic and 
gorgeous concen ton "—Standard, 

FIJI-YAMA- AS TEMPLE AND NIKKO BRIDGE. 
JAPANESE THEATRE FREE. 
AVERNUS WHEEL. MOTORING IN MID AIR. 
Maxim’s Flying Machine. Balkan Stalactite Caves. Pygmies from Ituri. 


QUEEN’S HALL. 


PROMENADE CONCERTS. 
TO-NIGHT AND NIGHTLY at 8. 


THE QUEEN’S HALL ORCHESTRA. 
Conductor, Mr. HENRY J. WOOD. 


Is. to 5s. 
Full Programmes for the entire season of the Queen's Hall Orchestra, Ltd., 320, Regent 


Street, W. 
ROBERT NEWMAN, Manager. 


Caney HORTICULTURAL COLLEGE, WARWICKSHIRE. 
Recognised by the Board of Education. 
COURSES OF INSTRUCTION—Students may enter for any of the following groups :— 
(a) Horticulture and Bee-keeping; full course, two years. 
(b) Dairy Work and Bee-keeping; full course, one or two years. 
(c) Poultry-keeping and Bee-keeping ; full course, one year. 
Carpentering, Laundry, and Cooking Lessons are also given. 
The year consists of three terms of about 13 weeks each. Short Courses of Instruction are 
also held. Fees (tuition, board and residence), £80 a year. Study Bed-room, £100 to £120 a year 
Students may prepare for the Examinations of the Royal Agricultural Society, Royal Horti- 
cultural Society, British Dairy Farmers’ Association, British Bee-keepers’ Association. 
All communications should be addressed to the WARDEN 


THE TATLER’S HOTEL LIST. 


AVIEMORE.- Station Hotel, Aviemore, Strathspey. W.H. LEGGE, Manager. 


BRAEMAR. Fife Arms Hotel. Centre of Scottish Highlands. 


Absolutely the best situated, overlooking 
Electric light. Billiard room. Special 
Saturday till Monday, 15/-; including 
Tel. : 0984. Illustrated Tariff. 


Best position on sea front. 


BOURNEMOUTH.—Empress Hotel, The Square. 
the Public Gardens. An ideal spot for all seasons. 

attention tothe Catering. From £2 2s. weekly ; 8/6 per day ; 
Lights and Attendance. Table d'Héte. Separate Tables. 


BOURNEMOUTH. **Elvaston.’’ West Cliff. 


Pension. 


COLCHESTER.—The Cups. Posting and Motor Garage. E. J. Hart, Proprietor. 


CROMER.—Send 2d. to Town Clerk, 7, Town Hall, for beautifully illustrated Guide, giving 
details of accommodation. 


LEAMINGTON SPA.—Regent Hotel. Spend your holidays at the Premier Hotel of Midlands. 
Best centre in England for motoring and driving. Charming country. Splendid roads. 


Garage for 60 cars. Telegrams: ‘‘ Regent.'’ Telephone: 109 Leamington. 


Overlooking Hyde 


LONDON.—Royal Palace Hotel. Most charming position in London. 
Park. Every comfort and luxury. Enclosed suites with private bath-room. Moderate 
charges. 


MARGATE.— Cliftonville Hydro. Fully licensed. Finest position, facing seaand Oval. Electric 

light and lift. Roof garden. Billiards (2 tables). First class cuisine and wines. Within easy 
distance of golf links. Motor garage in grounds of Hotel. Turkish, Dowsing and Electric baths. 
Special week-end tickets from Messrs. Cook & Sons—Saturday to Monday, £2; Friday to Monday, 
£2 10s., including Ist class railway fare and full board. Special terms for lengthened stay during 
Spring and early Summer. For Tariff apply Manager. 


UNDESLEY-ON-SEA.—Grand Hotel. Tariff on application to Rettty Mean, Resident 


Eee, 


WESTON- -SUPER-MARE.— Week end at Grand Atlantic Hotel. Garage. Nearest to golflinks. 
Do. Royal Hotel, for comfort. Re-furnished. Electric light. Garage. 
Do. For Sunshine and Atlantic Breezes. Booklet, stamp, Phillput, Stationer. 


CORNS! CORNS! CORNS! 


CURED BY 


BME RS © N:S=C A.C: 


Send 13 Stamps to G. WAUGH & Co., 177a, Regent Street, London, W. 


AND TRY. 
It takes away pain and kills the root. NEVER FAILS TO CURE. 


VOLUMES |. to XXIV. of 
We Ei lA ee eR, 


Handsomely bound in Cloth gilt, 12/6 each. 
Binding Cases for any of the above Volumes can now be obtained, 
price 2/6 each. 


“THE RATE OF POSTAGE FOR THIS WEEK’S TATLER is as follows: 
anywhere in the United Kingdom 4d. per copy; to Canada 1d. per copy. Elsewhere 
abroad the rate would be 4d. FOR EVERY TWO OUNCES. Care should therefore be taken to 
correctly WEIGH AND STAMP all copies before forwarding. 
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ohe 
Royalty at the 


Aing’s hlomecoming °0 Braemar Gathering. 


PRB Da sina er fot 


‘* EMPRESS ” 


HIS MAJESTY ARRIVING AT DOVER ON BOARD. THE 


Standing by the King are his equerries, Major Ponsonby (in the centre) and the Hon. Sydney Greville. After an absence on the Continent of a little over 
three weeks the King returned to London on. Saturday evening, and although there was no ceremonial display large crowds waited to welcome home 
his Majesty, who looks bronzed and in the best of health 


PERSONALITIES AT THE BRAEMAR GATHERING 


The presence of royal visitors at the annual sports at Braemar aroused much interest, and although his Majesty and the Prince of Wales were not present 
The Princess Royal, the Duke of Fife, and. their daughters, the 


the Princess of Wales and her children came from Abergeldie, where they are staying. ; 
Our photograph, reading from left to right, shows: The Princesses Maud 


Princesses Alexandra and Maud, who are at Mar Lodge, were also present. } f ' 
and Alexandra of Fife, the Duchess of Fife, the Princess of Wales, the Duke of Fife, Prince Edward, Princess Mary, and the Princes Albert and George 


213 


EE EAST 


An Ambitious Attempt. 


Theatre is an ambitiou 

poetical 

play. Alter 
all the weeping and 
wailing that have 
been poured forth 
lately in regard to 
that ancient fetish, 
“the decline of the 
drama,” it is quite 
exhilarating to see 


v | TEE opening production of the new season at His Majesty’s 


a young manage- 
ment staging a 


piece which is some- 
thing more than a 
mere effort at 
literary work. Mr. 
Laurence Binyon is 
by no means a 
perfect dramatist 
even’ as such people 
go nowadays, but 
his first important 
play has decided 
merit of its own and 
it is full of promise 
for the future. 


* Attila.” 
It is encouraging 
to find a new 
playwright who, 
being gifted witha 
facile pen, knows 
how to restrain 
himself. There is 
no sense of boredom 
about Attila. 
‘There-swere no long 
speeches, even on 
the first night. Mr. Binyon 
is not always correct in his 
historical facts; that is to say, 
he has availed himself of the 
poet’s licence in certain details. 
But a dramatist is not an 
antiquarian, and if he succeeds 
in obtaining his effects by the 
transition of an incident or 
two he may be pardoned such 
trifling liberties. 


An Unscrupulous Monster. 
H is business is to interest his 
audience, and Mr. Binyon 
has managed to do this. Had 
he depicted Attila precisely as 
that bloodthirsty, ambitious, un- 
scrupulous monster really was 
the fine stage of Mr. Tree’s 
handsome theatre would have 
been far too small for the King 
of the Huns. Even his stage 


representative could not have, 


been confined in so narrow a 
space. By endowing Attila 
with a heart, by making him 
subservient, even for a little, to 
the attractions of a beautiful 
woman Mr. Binyon has escaped 
from dry-as-dust facts and given 
the semblance of life to his rough 
hero with his stately heroine. 
He is young at his work, or, 
rather, at this class of work, 
or he would haye seen that his 
central figure 1s somewhat want- 
ing in decision and that his 
heroine is a bit ignoble. He 
cannot quite get the full value 
out of his characters. 


Not Consistent. 


is attempt to win favour with a 


ILDICO (“MISS LILY BRAYTON) AND ATTILA (MR. OSCAR ASCHE) 


Ineatreland. 
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ttila was too tremendously powerful to have done some of 
the weak things which Mr. Binyon shows him as doing, 


and IIdico is really 
a traitress. At first 
we feel that the 
death of Attila 
would be welcome 
to her. She then 
swerves round and 
becomes the veriest 
slave tohim. Then, 
lo and behold! in 
a fit of jealousy of 
the most extrava- 
gant order, she kills 
him. 


A Strong Part. 
It is fortunate that 
the author has 
such able interpre- 
ters as Mr. Oscar 
Asche and Miss Lily 
Brayton. The 
former dominates 
every scene in which 
he appears, not only 
by his physical sug- 
gestion of the brute 
strength of the 
rough soldier but 
by his intelligent 
appreciation and 
delivery of the text. 
There is no mincing 


5 aa of words or hesi- 
ver Street Studios tancy about Mr. 
Asche, He hits out 


Our photograph shows a scene from the last act of ‘‘Attila’”’ at His Majesty’s Theatre wh2re Attila 
and Ildico are seated on the throne at the feast held in honour of their marriage 


Dover Street Studtss 


“HER SON” 


A FELICITOUS SCENE FROM 


The above represents a pleasing little scene from the revival of Mr. Vachell’s 

drama showing Dorothy Fairfax (Miss Emery) and (Min) Bobby Andrews 

on the sands at Bournemouth, where she has taken Min to restore him 
to health 
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she 


straight, so to 
speak, as becomes 
the part, which is 
as direct as it is forcible. For 
there is no psychology in the 
character. : 


Miss Lily Brayton. 
s for Miss Lily Brayton, she 
looks enchanting in her 
various becoming costumes, and 
sets many of her sister 
actresses a fine lesson in clear- 
ness of enunciation. It may 
seem ungenerous to grumble, 
even so slightly, but Miss 
Brayton is so excellent that 
one could wish her just a little 
better. Sheseemed to be some- 
what too restrained on the first 
night, but she has the grand 
manner which befits a tragic 
part. In short, she has distinc- 
tion, a quality which is as 
rare on the modern stage as it 
Is invaluable. 


““Her Son.” 
A actress who is 
admirable in quite an- 
other way is Miss Winifred 
Emery, who is the embodiment 
of domestic virtue on the stage. 
For this reason she is of the 
greatest possible value to Her 
Son, which has been revived at 
the New Theatre. The most 
lifelike performance in Mr. 
Horace Annesley  Vachell’s 
pathetic little drama after Miss 
[Emery’s is that of the boy, Min, 
by Master Bobby Andrews, who 
is a real boy and not the usual 
stage imp. 


equally 
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THE LIGHTER SIDE OF THE MANCEUVRES—A REFRESHER FOR MAN AND BEAST 


A pleasant phase of the autumn army manceuvres in and around Satisbury is depicted above. It shows a detachment of the artillery with the Blue army 
commanded by Sir ian Hamilicn in the river on the road back to Codford Camp. Lord Methuen acts as umpire in the manceuvres 


THE KING’S NEW YACHT, THE “ALEXANDRA” 


The King’s new turbine yacht, the ‘ Alexandra,” is now nearing completion on the Clyde. The ‘‘Alexandra,” which when finished 
will be one of the most luxurious vessels afloat, is having transferred to her some of the furniture used on the ‘‘Osborne” 


Q 7 rescz 
A NOVEL EVENT AT THE DEAUVILLE GYMKHANA A SCENE AT THE AIX-LES-BAINS NAUTICAL FETE 
Ata recent gymkhana held at Deauville a popular event was the race Some ingenious competitors who took part in the nautical féte at Aix- 
between animals and birds. The competitors are shown ready to start les-Bain the other day had their boats florally decorated as seen above 
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MUST own to a sensation of shock 

when I read that a music-hall poten- 

tate had issued a manifesto forbidding 

songsters to cast aspersions on the 
ethics of “ the lodger.” Another national 
landmark gone. 


Ul 


ST x AN oN 
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V hat would the old beaux have thought 
of Bath being chosen by the Trade 
Unionists and Socialists as a place in 
which to wash their dirty linen? Still, it 
is not inappropriate that Bath Oliver 
should be asking for more. : 


Vz 


The Fisherman: 

Mc Ernest Moon, K.C., has been ap- 
pointed counsel to the Speaker in 

succession to Sir E. Chandos Leigh, who, 

it is narrated, was once captain of the 

Harrow cricket eleven and also played for 

Oxford. Mr. Moon’s qualifications for the 

post are not stated. 


here is a suburb in the north of London 

in which there is a house which has 

so far gone through the holiday season 

without being burgled. Its owner is being 
closely watched by the police. 


Having regard to the capable way in 

which the criminal work of the com- 
munity has been recently carried out it 
seems rather unnecessary on the part of the 
Home Secretary to set free some hundreds 
of malefactors before their time is up. 
The motto of “ Master Herbert” appears 
to be, “ Gladstone walls do not a prison 
make.” 


% tie te 


if always like the name of the Rev. Page 

Hopps. It reminds me of a lady 
reading a novel. And Mr. Hopps is mak- 
ing a novel experiment. He has engaged 
the Euston Theatre for eight Sunday 
evenings. This will come in handy for 
those who can only go to the Lyceum on 
weeknights. 


ie a ue 


A bropes I hear that Mr. Hall Caine is 
at work on a play to be called The 

Hypercrits, in which he will advocate the 

establishment of a home of refuge for 

those who think him, as a playwright, 

inferior to Shakspere. 

Hall Caine, his girths intently tight’ning, 

Like Ajax still defies the lightning ; 

He has a duty to perform 

And will not Quayle before the Storm. 


Now that’s a fine turn-out an’ no mistake 


Harvard professor has invented an 

appliance which he claims will put 
a stop once and for 
all to the art of lying. 
It consists of the 
blending of an auto- 
mantograph, a pneu- 
mograph, and a 
sphygmograph. What 
strikes. one as most 
surprising is that so 
simple a contrivance 
has so long evaded 
discovery. But alas! 
so it is. 


he Father of Lies 
with a smile 
quite serene 

Heard the news of 
this neat anti-lying 
machine, 

And said witha shake 
of his wily old 
nob, 

“T think I can find 
that professor a 


job.” 
[t is not surprising 
to find that the 
“cradle” stroke at 
billiards has been 
abolished. It always 
was rocky. 


i 


at 


Ryery day comes 

~ the news that 
somebody is going to 
swim the Channel, 
and no one ever suc- 
ceeds. It is the old 
story of the cry of 
“ Wolffe.” 
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His Wife: Aye ; but what's the life belt for? 
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ONS : 


The sporting world will be interested to 
note that Mr. Napoleon Bird, the 
champion long-distance piano-player, has 
been challenged by Mr. David Monks to 
play for £100 a side. Mr. Bird’s forty- 
eight-hours’ performance at present holds 
the record. 
Napoleon Bird 
Was lately heard 
To play for two whole days, 
But David Monks 
In no way funks 
The prowess he displays. 
Birds in their nests, 
The bard protests, 
Get on extremely well, 
But Bird may find 
This test a kind 
Of grim monastic “ sell.” 
. & a 


By 
M. TI. P. 


hen Bird begins to feel 

sleepy he is sprayed 

with eau de _ cologne. 

Napoleon is not to be caught 

napping; he wants his cent. 
per scent. 


tt ae . 


BY the way, is the motto of 

Monks, “‘ Let us spray ” ? 

te te te 
Tie Daily News has a genuine 

grievance. England has 
dared to come to an under- 
standing with Russia on in- 
ternational matters while the 
internal affairs of Russia re- 
main in a condition of which 
England cannot approve. But 
it is not so very long ago since 
anyone who presumed to say 
a word against the Muscovite was branded 
Jingo by The Daily News. 


Reutlinger 
THE LATEST PORTRAIT OF PRINCESS MARIE BONAPARTE 


Whose marriage to Prince George of Greece is to take place shortly. The 
princess is the daughter of Prince Roland Bonaparte, the granddaughter 
of Prince Pierre Bonaparte, and the great-granddaughter of Prince Lucien 
Bonaparte, who was Napoleon's younger brother. 

second son of the King of Greece and a nephew of Queen Alexandra 


Prince George is the 
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Miss Isabel Jay 
6 and her Little Girl. 


MISS ISABEL JAY AT HOME—TWO DELIGHTFUL SNAPSHOTS 


Foulsham & Banfi:ld 


Miss Isabel Jay is here shown in the important part of the earnest mother teaching the “young idea to shoot” in the few moments she has to spare 


from her pertormances in Mr. Paul Rubens's successful musical play, ‘‘ Miss Hdéok of Holland,” at the Prince of Wales Theatre 
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GIB AISI 


HY does the lion comique wear a 
red nose ? 
Because he sees humour in a 
rubicund nasal organ ? 
Certainly not. 


he lion of the music-halls is a noble 
fellow anda kindly withal. Personally 
he quite realises that the effects of alcohol- 
ism are, ipso facto, no more amusing than the 
traces of smallpox on the human counten- 
ance. Cacoethes bibendi, he would be the first 
toadmit, isas much a danger to the constitu- 
tion as a crisis is to the Church. And yet if 
Nature in festive mood has omitted to 
paint his nose red, he calls in Art to supply 
the deficiency. It is the trade mark which 
tradition imposes on the singer of comic 
songs: for the red nose is to the comedian’s 
face as the red flag to the traction engine, 
a signal of trouble to come. If you do 
not like comic songs or traction engines 
you can get out of the way. 


But this isnot by any means the only 

tradition which fetters the soul of the 
comic man. The canons of his Art compel 
him to sing songs on subjects which are 
essentially uncomic. Woe betide the pro- 
fessional who carols of 
aught save treadmills, 
inebriation, mothers- 
in-law, and fish that is 
unfit for human con- 
sumption. 


re these meet sul- 
jects for merri- 
ment? Of course not. 
And well the comic 
man knows it. If he 
has not done a bit of 
time himself, he doubt- 
ess boasts pals who 
have. He is no 
stranger to the bitter 
sweets of les lendemains 
des liqueurs. Before Art 
tapped him with her 
magic wand the 
chances are that he, 
too, cried “stinking 
fish’ when trundling 
his barrow in the 
Borough Road. And 
how in the name of 
all that is sacred in 
our modern life, how 
does a woman directly 
she gets a daughter 
married moye the 
laughter of the gods? 
The comic one, of 
course, reads the social 
intelligence in 
<*\EA.P.”; bit para- 
graphs of this sort do 
not appear therein for 
his guidance :— 


At LockHART’s. 

Mir. Worl lane 
Sykes was entertaining 
Mrs. Forest-Gayte, his 
mother-in-law. 


(Laughter.) 
if there were 


Ne: 
anything really 


funny in mothers-in- 
law asa Sex, Or as 
a class, the “ Daily 
Mail” would have 


found it out. If ordinary maternity is a 
sacred thing, why should there be anything 
humorous about legal motherhood? The 
making of bricks without straw is a Sunday- 
school picnic compared ta the making of 
jests on these unpromising lines. 


urther, even in the matter of dress, the 
unhappy man is handicapped by the 
traditions of his Art. The ordinary costume 
of sane men is denied to him. 
# # t 

Fo him pea-green trousers are the only 
wear, and the rest of the outfit must 

be of such a colour scheme as will prevent 
the note of pea-green from predominating 
to any marked extent. The poor fellow 
knows that when the audience has 
thoroughly taken in the chromatic signi- 
ficance of his personality it will regard 
him as a parti-coloured blot on the Anglo- 
Turkish landscape and possibly consult 
some specialist in ophthalmia. The 


humour of costume lasts but fora moment. 
However much one may be amused at the 
appearance of a merry fellow with a nose 
like a garnet brooch, one feels a growing 
sensation of sorrow ere he treats of the 
adventures of his too ritualistic kipper 


AT THE SEASIDE FANCY-DRESS BALL 


First Pert Miss to Second Pert Miss: That seems to me a very ordinary ‘‘come down” for 


such a very extraordinary ‘‘get up,” eh? 
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By Frank 


bout e Riches dio. 


Assume that his dress be the orthodox 

wear of any individual in any part 
of the globe or even of some Utopia where 
taste, if it ever existed, has long been 
extinct, the scenery before which our 
comedian flaunts himself so joyously gives 
to me, at least, no hint of that locale. A 
courtyard of the Alhambra does not suggest 
the dwelling-place of Mr. Harry Lauder. 
I have no word to speak against him either 
as aman oras an artist, but he does not 
convey to me the personality of the least 
courtly of Don Oscar y Amandas. Some- 
times the scene represents Piccadilly Circus. 
Much may be said against the C Division, 
but they would not allow individuals 
dressed a la T. E. Dunville to admire the 
Gilbertian humour of the winged Mercury 
which presides so ably over the “fountain » 
and the local court of Cupid. 


he whole thing is terribly sad. 
For, after all, comic lions 
human. 

They are not ferce nature. 
them are fathers of families. Some of 
them are married. Their sole object is 
the object of “ Pearson’s Weekly ’—“ to 
interest, to elevate, to amuse.” But the 
traditions of their 
calling are too strong. 
The comedian iS 
allowed to do none of 
these things. He bows 
his head and dons the 
fetters of his Art. 


are 


Many of 


An what shall we 
do for him who 
has done so much for 
us? We cannot give 
him our society. We 
can scarcely pay him 
our reverence. We do 
not care to pay to 
hear him sing. Let 
us give him our 
sympathy. 


oorcomedian! He 
has left his happy 
home in Hoxton for 
the centre of the 
Searlet City (as Mr. 
George R. Sims so 
aptly terms \odern 
Babylon); he has 
ruined his once 
mellow notes by 
the too lusty hawk- 
ing of his cabbages, so 
that now a voice of 
iron roars from out his 

velvet lips. 
what is his 


A nd 
reward? [low 


many lion comics carn 
as much as _ arch- 
bishops? Mr. Tichcould 
count the number on 
the fingers of a hand. 
Is Mr. Harry Randall 
as wealthy as the 
meanest Rothschild? 
1 doubt it. 


omething will have 
to be done. The 
3ritish lion must re- 
cognise the comic lion. 
He must be raised 

to the peerage. 
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A SEASCAPE. By W. Heath Robinson. 


f 
is 
| 


— 


| 


= 


{ have found a comfortable home for the youngsters 


Mother Bird: Thank goodness! 
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Bateman. 


° 


By JAl. M 


SS. 


H| 


S of CHI 


Ghe AMENITIE 


yea SDR See 
te Z Soe aS x 


Why, confound your greed, sir! | believe if you 


ing): 


tner, who has taken every piece but the k 


is junior par 


Mr. Blogg (to h 


thought I’d let you you’d have the cheek to try and win 
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ARE YOU THERE? By Geo. Belcher. 


The Rev. Tinkins (who has recently had the telephone attached to his house): Let us now sing hymn number—er—S807 Gerrard 


THE  TATLER 


Elfe 
THE WORLD’S STOUTEST ROYALTY 


Like most stout people Prince Gustav of Denmark 
is extremely good-natured. Although only twenty 
years of age he weighs over 23 st. 


The Ententeski Corcialoff. 

HE Anglo-Russian agreement, pre- 
sumably for preserving the peace 
of Central Asia, is signed, and 
most people are glad, only some 

of our advanced Liberals object to the 
event. They say that the convention 
should first have been submitted to Par- 
liament, and especially 


a CHAT 


Le Ministre Etranger aux Affaires. 
A Mhough, to Liberal opinion, 
We should not parley with the Czar 
Until all men in his dominion 
Completely democratic are, 
Such novel methods, as the fact is, 
Would hardly answer well in practice. 


For instance, France, our trusty friend, 
Might soon revive her hate primordial 
And bring to a disastrous end 
The understanding now so cordial, 
Because we grieved our worthy neighbour 
By still allowing Chinese labour. 


The gifted German Emperor, 
Who now is so extremely pleasant, 
Might talk of guns and drums and war 
Because our Socialists at present 
Have shown a temper quite unable 
To harmonise with good Herr Bebel. 


In short, all sorts of rows might be 
Got up with readiness infernal 
If foreign public policy 
Slopped into politics internal— 
If ignorance should put the pace on,’ 
And Grey be ruled and run by Grayson, 


Souvenirs from Sweden. 
“Lhe American souvenir-hunters had their 
feelings much hurt when they visited 
the Swedish squadron. Valuables had 
been locked up and a guard set over 
the prince’s quarters. However, they 
secured some cordage and gun-fittings. 
Some day, perhaps, a commander will 
brave public opinion by giving the 
souvenir-stealers a rope’s end. 


TIER 
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By Adrian 
Ross. 


Fisk M ore 
PHILIP TREVOR 


MAJOR 


Who is managing the M.C.C. team which sails for 
Australia on the 20th inst. Major Trevor's name 
is a familiar one to ‘‘ Tatler” readers 


The Pirates. 


“he commodore gazed at his desolate 
ship 
With a heart too full for oaths ; 
He came to the States for a holiday 
trip, 
With his men in their Sunday clothes ; 
And he thought the cruise would be skittles 


to the Labour mem- [fF 
bers, as foreign policy 
is a subject of which 
they are peculiarly 
ignorant; and, 
secondly, that so long 
as the Russian Govern- 
ment is undemocratic 
in its spirit and | 
methods we ought to | 
confine our- relations | 
with it to the barest | 
and most formal mini- | 
mum. What good it | 
could do democracy in | 
Russia or here to 
abstain from securing 
the peace as far as we 
can in Persia, Afghani- 
stan, and Tibet it is 
hard to see. One 
might as well leave 
unsettled a difference 
of opinion with a next- 
door neighbour about 
his garden wall because 
we disapproved of his 
treatment of his cook. 


The Retort Russian. 
Suppose the Russian | 
Government | 
should declare that it | 
declined to arrange | 
anything with us about 
Persia until Mr. Birrell 
had pacified Ireland or 
until Sir Henry C.-B. | 
had resigned. We a 
should say, and justly, | 


and beer, 
7 ia oF But he had not thought 
of the souvenir. 
| For the daughters fair 
| of the U.S.A. 
In their thousands 
swarmed aboard, 
each with a 
keepsake went 
away, 
A button or yard of 
cord, 
A messroom fork or 
a challenge 
bowl, 


Or a ten-pound lump 
of Cardiff coal. 


And 


Said he, “I shouldn't 


much mind the 
loss 
Of buttons and 


golden braid ; 
They're welcome to 
take my medal 
and cross 
Or the messroom 
plate to raid ; 
A buttonless — sailor 
merely grins 
fastens his 
things with safety 
pins. 


And 


“Tet cables vanish, if 
so they must, 
And sails that I did 
not furl ; 
Let bunkers be cleared 
of all but dust 
By the sweet Ameri- 
can girl; 


era | 


that it was like Mus- “kaiph But souvenir - hunt- 
tes : ; FRINCE EDWARD AND HIS BROTHER IN SE ONAN atte 
covite cheek. What ss NC IETIES ing is more than 
is sauce for the re- The children of the Prince of Wales, especially Prince Edward, delight to don the Highland fun 

actionary goose is dress. It is their every-day wear while they are in the Highlands, and at Crathie Church on When they’ve gone 
eAtCe ere the Radical Sunday and on such occasions as the Braemar Gathering Prince Edward and his brothers E eas i) E 
eas sd bs appear in all the glory of Balmoral tartan kilt, with sporran, silver buttons, brogue shoes, and away with my 


ropaganda. 
Pp g 


all the correct equipment of a Highland chief’s attire 
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IN THE DINING CAR. 


By Will Owen. 


ENTE eae 


eR Sree Nave 


CSTE 


SES ee I ae eT 


Indignant Passenger: Call that a sandwich? I never tasted anything like it before 


there’s yer sandwich 


? 


Wa ter: You've ate yer ticket 
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A Fleeting Fancy. 
LTHOUGH 


a good 
many 
vears 
will have to 
elapse before [| 
shall be able to 


set up in rivalry 
to Methusaleh, 
who, I believe, 
holds the world’s 
records for longe- 
vity, somehow or 
other as I sit 
down to recount 
some remini- 
scences of my 
short stage career 
—I[ have only 
heen on the stage 
for just over two 


years—l almost 
feel as if I were 
terribly old, for 


one kind of fan- 
cies that it is only 
people “well 
stricken in years” 
who should have 
any reminiscences 
of any description 
to tell. 


& tit 


A Curious Coincidence. 


Now curiously enough-~—it is especially 
curious when the fact that I ae 
recently taken unto myself a husband i 
borne in mind—the first song I ever gave 
in public was one written by Madame Liza 
Lehmann entitled “ If No One ever Marries 
Me.” This on the occasion of my début I 
sang at the Alhambra a little over a 
couple of years ago, and therein lies a 
tale. The turn immediately preceding my 
own was one giyen by some illusionists, in 
the course of whose performance a number 
of ducks, chickens, pigeons, and other 
farmyard stock were introduced. 


% 
Stage-struck Ducks. 


AS can sed be understood on such an 
occasion as a first appearance one is 
apt to feel decidedly neryous, and in my 
case to make matters worse I had only 
just finished the first verse of my song 
and was about to launch into chorus 
when to my consternation I saw gravely 
waddle out from the wings a couple of 
particularly healthy- looking ducks, which 
as soon as they appeared before the foot- 
liglits and saw me standing in thes middle 
of the stage began to quack vociferously. 
Fortunately one of the stage hands saw 
the ducks before they had “duetted ” for 
more than two or three seconds, and 
forthwith they were carried off in triumph. 
tt it iit 
All’s Well. 


But alas! hardly had the two ducks dis- 

appeared than from the wings on the 
other side of the stage a couple of chickens 
bleating—or should I say cackling or 
chuckling ; what do chickens do ?—made 
their appearance. However, “all's well 
that ends well,” and the farmyard haying 
been placed under proper control I was 
able to finish my turn without further 
interruption. 


THE LATEST PORTRAIT OF THE HON. MRS. YARDE-BULLER, NEE MISS DENISE ORME 


A Surprise. 


Someone present that eventful evening 

must have possessed a keen sense 
of humour, for on my arrival at the theatre 
the next evening I found a hamper await- 
ing me in which to my surprise were hidden 
two ducks and two chelens while written 
in large letters on the lid was a notice 
bearing the words, “Not to be opened 
until after Miss Denise Orme’s appear- 
ance.” 


Curious Messages. 
BY the way, writing of the curious 
presents and messages an actress 
sometimes receives from members of an 
audience she has neither seen nor even 
heard of, reminds me of a strange letter | 
received two or three days after my 
marriage was announced. “Deer Miss 
Madam,” ran this weird epistle, “I sees by 
the newspapers that you ’ave resentli 
bekom the wif of that fine soljer and 
magnifisunt generil, Gineril Buller, under 
hom I served in South Afrika against the 
bores. 


What’s in a Name? 


ef Now, Madam, I feels shure that you 

ave a good ’ art as it shows threw 
youre purty face, but as won who as bin 
with gineril Buller in aktion I would 
loike to say as ow I’ opes you will treet 
‘im very noice as, bles ’is art, ’e’s a soljer 
with the korrage of ten loins and the pluk 
and grit of a pak of buldorgs. Believ me, 
Miss, | should say madam, you’ve maried 
one of the best men as ever got out of bed 
and jumped into unerform., So treat ‘im 
kind won't yer, cos ’e deserves it ? (Signed) 
A Private Wot Fort under Gineril Buller.” 
What’s inaname? I should like to add 
that | have not married General Buller, 
for one reason because, I believe, he is 
already happily married. 
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Mistaken Identity. 


ut I seem, in a 
small way, to 
have been mixed 
up with strange 
cases of mistaken 
identity. [or in- 
stance, a few 
months ago I was 
taking a short 
holiday—even 
actresses have to 
have holidays 
sometimes—in 
Madeira, and one 
day a party from 
the hotel was 
organised to ride 
round the island. 
Accordingly, 
shortly after lunch 
several saddle 
horses were 
brought — round, 
which were forth- 
with mounted by 
the visitors, 
amongst whom 
was a_ certain 
famous jockey 
who not very 
long ago rode the 


Foulsh & B eld 2 
‘oulshame an fielo winner of the 
luck 


Derby. As 
would have it he 
was fhe last to leave the hotel, and in 
conse;juence all the best mounts had been 
by that time taken, so that only a terrible- 
looking scarecrow ‘of a steed was left to 
him. For a moment he looked at it 
pityingly, and then, evidently mentally 
resolving to make the best of things, 
jumpcd into the saddle, giving his mount 
a mighty tap in the ribs with his cane. 


ae it te 


An Adventure. 


A Prarently,, however, the Portuguese 
groom in charge of the horses was 
much perturbed at seeing his noble steed 
treated in this unceremonious manner, for 
with one bound he sprang at the jockey 
and literally pulled him.out of the saddle, 
saying in broken English at the same time, 
“T see, sir, you have only ridden the 
donkeys in your country; you will have 
to take lessons before you are allowed to 
ride the horse.’ As long as I live I shall 
never forget the expression on that Portu- 
guese groom’s face when one of the guests 
whispered in his ear who the “ donkey- 
rider” really was. But 1 imagine, how- 
ever, my Own expression when "T received 
the note I have told you about congratu- 
lating me on marrying General Puller 
must have been almost as enlightening. 


Kindly Offers. 


nd oh, I must just tell you about a 
couple of letters I received the day 
after the announcement of my marriage. 
One was from “a good plain cook” who 
kindly offered to give me a few lessons on 
special terms “in,” as she put it, “the 
gentle art of making nice tasty dishes to 
-aptivate a huabandl s fancy.” The other 
epistle was sent by a lady who called 
herself “a fashionable dressmaker,’ and 
who in four sheets endeavoured to explain 
why “every wife should be her own 
dressmaker.” 
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** OhAe 


LITTLE J GIRL.” 


Dover Street Studios 

“The Little Japanese Girl,” Miss Loie Fuller’s one-act play which precedes “Brewster’s Millions” at the Duke of York's Theatre, is notable for the 

delightful acting of Miss Pauline Chase. From bright laughter to tragic doom she acts her part with rare talent. The photographs above represent 

her dressed in her mistress's robes, in which attire the prince mistakes her for her mistress. Without learning who she really is he makes love, and 
meeting with no response kills her in his jealousy. (1) Nice-e nice-e tea; (2) What is the matter with my hair? (3) Not much too big for little me 
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Boolks 
Reaclers. 


A Lapse of Things. 
UTUMN has come. The Americans, 
who have retained many a word 
of old English long deserted by 


people in England, call the 
autumn, “fall.” They are right. Fall is 
infinitely more expressive. This is the 
season of fall. There is in nature and 


man a fall and lapse of pes: sentiments, 
and vigour. Teelings grow yellow, ideas 
fade, actions limp. All the world gets 
meditative, prone to reflection, and thus 
it comes to pass that September ushers 
in the season of wide-spread reading. 


Cribb 


THE SULTAN OF ZANZIBAR 


A picturesque potentate who is due to arrive in 

London. The Sultan (the central figure in our 

photograph), whenever the opportunity occurs, 

spends much of his time in Europe. Educated at 

Harrow and Oxford, he is thoroughly English in 
his tastes and sporting proclivities 


Constantly Increasing. 
“Lhe output of books, chiefly novels, in 


the autumn of every year is con- 
stantly increasing. This year it will be, 
according to the published announce- 


ments of publishers, no less than 1,500,000 
volumes of fiction alone. If one considers 
that a novel, as a rule, sets people a-dream- 
ing for at least two days alter its reading 


is finished, one arrives at the startling 
fact that the novels to be published 


between now and Christmas will prac- 
tically incapacitate half of the population 
of these islands from paying any serious 
attention to matters perhaps more improy- 
ing. It is worse than an invasion of as 
many Germans. 


Books we Read. 
[2 “The Morning Post” a series of 
writers are at present discussing the 
“Books we Read.’ Some of the writers 
are of opinion that the novel of the 
present is quite the equal of that of fifty 
years ago. Others deny this and find that 
the contemporary novel is as dull as a 
suburban at home. It is difficult to pro- 
nounce on such a question. Especially in 
my case, for I am rarely able to continue 
reading a novel. 


(@, 


Dover Street Studios 


MISS JEAN AYLWIN 


Who made her début at the Palace Theatre last 

week, where she sings a couple of songs written 

by herself. This charming actress ‘‘sandwiches”’ 

her appearance at the Palace each evening be- 

tween her performance in ‘‘The Girls of Gotten- 
berg”’ at the Gaiety Theatre 


A Question. 

have tried novels 

of very famous 
authors, but on the 
fiftieth page I found 
myself thinking of 
anything except the 
novel I was reading. 
Frankly I cannot read 
an Knglish novel of 


our days. Is it the 
fault of the novelist ? 
I doubt it. It is ten 
to one my fault. 
There are, indeed, 
not only autumnal 
novels but also 


autumnal readers. 
' # ‘ 


The Whole Secret. 


Hiepworth Dixon, 

a writer never 
fully appreciated in 
this country, once 
wrote, “A fine wit 
has told the world 
that all men and 
women, all youths 
and girls, are true 


poets, save only those 
who write in verse.” 
In these bright and 
true words is the 
whole secret. To 
read a novel well one 
must read into it a 
quantity of things. 
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Reich. 


The Ideal Reader. 
Ore must be young and full of imagina- 
tion. The novelist gives the frame, 
the reader’s fancy adds the picture. 
Autumnal readers have no imagination 
left. What wonder then that they only 
see a cold frame? In my youth I 
together with most continental people 
went ecstatic over old Lord Lytton’s 
(Bulwer’s) novels. It was not the novel, 
it was our own youth that made us enthu- 
siastic. Unfortunately for me | first read 
George Eliot when I was over thirty-five. 
She bored nie to extinction. 


A Declaration. 
Ho. could it be otherwise? At thirty- 
five one lives one’s own novel, and 
the charms of Middlemarch faded into 
false teeth beside the palpitating charm of 
her who then really loves one. When 
Mr. Andrew Lang, always writing more 
than a mere bookman ought to, declares 
that the contemporary novel is empty, 
uninteresting, pointless, and unpoetic—or 
in other words, that the novel of the day is 
autumnal—he conveniently forgets that 
perhaps He himself is a trifle too autumnal. 


Miscarriage of Tastes 


\/ischer completely. misjudged Spiel- 
hagen’ s exquisite ‘‘ Problematische 
Naturen,’ and Dr. Johnson did not see 


anything remarkable in Goldsmith’s im- 
mortal ‘ Vicar.” Mr. Lang is a trifle too 
Scotchy. A Scot intelligent is like a piano 
every sixth key of which is mute. The 
scale is never complete, and no smooth 
run can be made on it. His views of 
novelistic literature can claim no authority. 


THE COUNTESS OF ORB WINS A WAGER 


The remarkable snapshot reproduced above shows this daring and clever 
horsewoman, who the other day jumped a carriage in motion in the Bois 
de Boulogne to win a wager that had been made with a number of her 


friends 
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Latest Dinners. 


The president of the Equestrian Club, New York, recently gave a unique banquet which may be 
described as the freak dinner up to date, The table was set to represent a horse's head, chairs 
being placed around the neck, while the head proper of the horse was a mass of flowers, The 
menus were formed in the shape of a horse's head. The horseback dinner, also depicted, was 


another quaint festival given a little time ago by Mr. C. K. G. Billings, well-known on the American 
turf, in the great ballroom at ‘‘Sherry’s Hotel,’’ New York. Thirty-two people sat about on horseback 
and partook of a sumptuous feast from dishes handed to them by waiters dressed as grooms 


HOW THE AMERICAN MAN ABOUT TOWN “DINES AND WINES”—TWO CURIOUS EXAMPLES 
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The Man in the Street. eens 
Na clever article in “ The Nine- 
teenth Century” Mr. Stephen 
Paget deals with the man in 
the street, but he does not 
give the origin of the phrase. 
Probably its coiner was I’merson, 
who in one of his essays quoted 
“the man in the street” as saying 
of the Corn Law agitation, “ W ell, 
Cobden got a good stipend out of 
it.’ The man in the street, to do 
him justice, does not talk like that 
now about Cobden. He is the man 
of plain common sense, interested 
mainly in his own concerns. Mr. 
Paget justly complains that the 
Man in the Street is still sometimes 
confused with the Man at the 
Street Corner, whereas they are not 
on speaking terms. 


A Transformation in the City. 
i Yo shall paint when you are 
old,” says one lady to 
another in Antony and Cleopatra. 
Everyone is now informed that this 
transformation has come to the 
little old lady of Cornhill, under 
which designation you will easily 
recognise ‘‘ Birch’s”’ pastry shop, 
otherwise Ring and Brymer’s. This 
very old shop. is to the City what 
I'reybourg and Treyer’s snuff shop 
is to the West-end. The two 
appear to be of about the same 
age, and each is a gem of old 
London set in the new. 


A Soupcon of Literature. 
o one seems to have 
pointed out that 
Birch’s has produced litera- 
ture as well as turtle soup. 
But so it is. Alderman 
Samuel Birch, who gave to 
the shop its world-wide 
fame and who died in 1841, 
wielded a pretty pen. I 
own that I have not read 
“The Abbey of Ambres- 
bury: a Poem,” nor have 
I seen The Adopted Child 
for the first or last time on 
any stage, but the worthy 
pastrycook of Cornhill 
composed these and many 
other works. Mr. Gilbert’s 
pastrycook, who ‘“ wrote 
the pretty mottoes that you 
find inside the crackers,” 
was but a pale disciple of 
Samuel Birch. It is said 
that George III. once de- 
tected a literary flavour in 
a City address. This sounds 
incredible, but when he 
inquired who wrote those 
flowing periods Mr. Birch 
was promptly named, and 
the kindly o]d King replied, 
‘A good boy, a good boy, 
I think he writes as well as 
anybody.” Perhaps he did. 
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The Coming Comet. 
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Photograph 
THE VISCOUNTESS MOLESWORTH AND HER DAUGHTER 


by Mrs. Herbert Morgan 


The Hon. Cicely Molesworth. Lady Molesworth married in 1894 
the 9th viscount, and has three children—one boy and two girls 
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Now Being Located. 

“The precise hole in the sky 
through which this great 
comet will emerge is being located. 
All this reminds me of the answer 
which Sydney Smith got at Green- 
wich concerning these roving and 
reappearing bodies. “Ah!” he 
said expansively, “it must be very 
interesting to observe the progress 
of comets.’ “No, indeed,’ was 
the answer, ‘“‘comets are very 
foolish things and give a vast deal 
of trouble.” 


ch te 


A Tariff for Aeronauts. 


see that someone revives the 

question of the right of aero- 
nauts to descend on private land 
without becoming liable for com- 
pensation or for action for 
trespass. It may surprise the bal- 
loon public to know that such 
compensation was actually de- 
manded and paid more than a 
hundred vears ago. On August 3, 
1802, Mr. Garuevin ascended in a 
balloon from Vauxhall with his 
wile, a gentleman friend, and a cat. 
The cat was returned to earth in- 
dependently of the party in a 
parachute, and came down at 
Hampstead in the garden of a 
Mr. C——, who insisted on receiv- 
ing three guineas for “ indemni- 
fication of trespass.” 


Culture on Castors. 

“The passion for photographing 
things that others may see 
them, or of seeing them 
because they have been 
photographed, belongs to 
that modern fever which 
with touching faith we 
call the spread of culture. 
But the bicyclists from 
London who haye lately 
been trampling the grass. 
of Pinner churchyard in 
the belief that they saw 
something weird and un- 
usual have done so under a 
misapprehension. A popu- 
lar illustrated magazine 
had told them of a strange 
tomb with the coffin above 
ground, They have accord- 
ingly gazed at this stone 
coffin with awe and photo- 
graphed it with their re- 

covered pertness. 


Ruskin’s First Editor. 
THs, is explained by the 
vicar in the current 
number of “The Pinner 
and Hatch End _ Parish 
Magazine.” The tomb is. 
that of William Loudon 
and his wife, Agnes, and it 
was raised to their memory 
by their son, John Claudius 
Loudon, the great London 
botanist. He certainly 
erected a curious memorial, 


Pe Ae but he did not leave his 
though Halley’s comet 1 Underwood & Underwood parents above ground. 
; is not properly due SETAE LOR ANDES mEAMIEY, They were laid in he 
till 1910 the Greenwich This photograph of ‘‘Edison, the Wizard," as the famous inventor has sometimes vault underneath, and < 

astronomers are already been called, is interesting inasmuch as this busy man finds time only at irregular the vicar says, “ the monu- 


busy with his coming, of 
which they expect to see 
signs in November. 
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intervals for such mundane matters as eating and drinking. This family group, 

taken at Llewellen Park, New Jersey, therefore, is unique in its way. The names, 

reading from left to right, are: Thomas A. Edison, Theodore (his younger son), Mrs. 
Edison (standing), Miss Madeline Edison, and Mr. Charles Edison 


ment in. the. churchyard 
though not a proof of his 
taste is a proof of affection.” 
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THE TATLER 


Zi, WWEESA 
User 


OF peculiar interest age s Psa af i Aye Our photographs de- 
at the present time 5 i — REE 4 pict : (1) Lady Law- 
are these three photo- © i : ne f <i! son, wife of Sir 


graphs of well-known Nee i Lge “Sy @», : ANG Wilfrid Lawson ; 


Society leaders whose 
names may be in- 
cluded among the 
many members of the 
Christian Science 


Church 


(2) Lady Maitland, 
wife of — Viscount 
Maitland, eldest son 
of the Earl of 
Lauderdale ; and (3) 
Lady Mildred Follett 


Photographs by Keturah Collings, Lallie 
Charles, and Thomson 
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Why he Didn’t. 
T was at the regimental 


ee, 


rifle range. Private 
Baggs with dogged 
persistence was shoot- 


ing with splendid accuracy all round the 
target. The major becoming wroth sent 
for the man. 

“Why the doose don’t you hold the 
rifle steady?” demanded the major. 

Baggs was silent. 

“Now, look here,” said the major, 
“take careful aim at my eye.” 

Baggs obeyed. 

“Now, steady—steady ! Now press— 
gently—gently—very gently-—— Why 
the doose don’t you pull the trigger, 
man?” 

“Please, sir,” meekly replied Baggs, 
“it’s loaded, sir.” 


A Candid Opinion. 
uring the King’s last visit to Edin- 
burgh one of his bodyguard, a private 
in the 2nd Life Guards of huge propor- 
tions, was approached by a Highlander, 
who looked up in his face and said :-— 
“Mon, I dinna ken what sort of feichter 
ye are, but ye are a maist interestin’ 
spectacle.” 


Double Up. 
yan school teacher in Kentucky had some 

trouble in teaching a little fellow to 
say “double 1,” “ double e,” ‘ double s,” 
etc. But after a while his efforts were 
fruitful, and he was gratified by an extra- 
ordinary appearance of interest on the 
pupil’s part. In fact, the boy became a 
double-letter-hunter and ceased altogether 
to require attention at that point. - About 
that time they reached the lesson concern- 
ing the  early-riser, be- 
ginning, “Up! up! and 
see the sun.” He read it, 
“Double up! and see the 
sun.” 


Through the Telephone. 
2 re you there?” 
A “Yes. 
“Who are you, please?” 
Watt.” 
“What is your name, 


please?” 
“ Watt’s my name.” 


“Yes; what is your 
name?” 

“T say my name is 
Watt.” 


“Oh, well I’m coming 
to see you.” 

“All right. 
Jones age 

‘No; I'm Knott.” 

“Who are you then, 
please ?” 

“Tm Knott.” 

“ Will you tell me your 
name, please ?” 

Will Knott.” 

“Why won't you?” 

“T say my name is 
William Knott.” 

“Oh, I beg your par- 
don.” 

“Then you will be in 
if I come round, Watt?” 

‘Certainly, Knott.” AN 

Then they were cut off 
by the exchange, and Knott 
wants to know if Watt will 
be in or not. 


Are you 


INTERESTING SNAPSHOT 


Our photograph depicts Mrs, Russell Sage, reputed to be the world’s richest woman, 
in the act of feeding one of the squirrels that make lively the many fine trees in 
Central Park, New York. Mrs. Russell Sage is devoted to these small creatures, and 
indeed by her constant attendance on them must find her sole recreation in this way 


ginter Vein : 


A Long Wait. 
Rs Woy is dinner not ready, Bridget ? 
Didn’t I tell you to ccok it in the 

gas stove?” 

“Yis, mum; but the gas stove wint 
out.” 
“Why didn’t you light it again?” 
“T couldn’t, mum ; it wint out through 
the roof.” 


Sarony 


MR. R. ELDRID 


The acting manager and secretary of the Harro- 

gate Kursaal. Mr. Julian Clifford’s first benefit 

concert took place at the Kursaal on Saturday 
last and was attended by record audiences 
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The Humour 
of the Day. 


Settling the Dispute. 
A old Scotch grave- 
digger was remon- 
strated with one day at a 
funeral for making a serious 
over-charge for digging a graye. “ Well, 
ye see, sir,’ said the old man in explana- 
tion, making a motion with his thumb 
towards the grave, “him and me had a 
bit o’ a tift twa or three years syne owre 
a braw watch I selt him, an’ I never been 
able to get the money out o’ him yet. 
‘Now,’ says I to myself, ‘this is my last 
chance, and I'd better tak’ it.’” 


Couldn’t do It. 
young policeman fresh from Scotland 
was on duty in London and had 
instructions to stop the traffic as royalty 
was expected. A lady who was uncere- 
moniously “held up” on the way to 
the opera put her head out of the window 
and called to the constable to let her 
carriage pass. “I canna do it, ma’am,” 
the policeman said. “But I’m the wile 
of a Cabinet minister.” ‘‘I canna help 
that, ma’am. I could not let you pass 
if you were the wife of a Presbyterian 
minister.” 


Mutual Resignation. 
Grace: And so you are really going 
to marry that widow alter all? And I 
hear you are going to give up smoking. 
Carstairs: Yes; a mutual agreement. 
She gives up her weeds and I give up 
mine. 


The Irishman’s Retort. 


A Irishman one day went into a 
barber's shop to get shaved. After 
he was seated and the lather about 


half appled the barber was called to an 
adjoining room, where he 
was detained for some 
time. The barber had in 
the shop a pet monkey 
which was continually 
imitating h's master. As 
soon as the latter left the 
room the monkey grabbed 
the brush and proceeded 
to finish lathering the Irish- 
man’s face. After doing 
this he took a razor from 
its case and stropped it 
and then turned to the 
Irishman to shave him. 
*“Shtop that,” said the 
latter firmly. ‘“ Ye can tuck 
the towel in me neck and 
put the soap on me face, 
but, begorrah, yer father’s 
got to shave me.” 


ie Ba 


He Liked the Chops. 

A® honest farmer was 
invited to attend a 

party at the village squire’s 

one evening when there 

was music both vocal and 

instrumental. On the fol- 


lowing morning he met 
one of the guests, who 
said, “Well, farmer, did 
you enjoy yourself last 
evening? Were not the 
quartetts excellent ?” 


“Why, really, sir, I can’t 
say,” said he, “for I didn’t 
taste ‘em; but the pork 
chops were the finest I ever 
ate.” 


